THE GOLDEN LOTUS                      181

raised platform and signalling instructions by striking a
wooden gong. The priests of the Temple of Eternal Felicity
chanted a dirge and the procession started down the main
street and turned to the South. The masses of people on either
side of the street seemed like a sea of men, a human mountain.
The weather was fine and it was a magnificently imposing
funeral.

Banners bearing characters of gold5 banners with characters

of silver

Following close behind the coffin.
Parasols of white silk and parasols of green silk
Carried by those who walk before it.
Banners for worthiness fluttering in the breeze.
Cries and groans of lamentation all the way.
Soldiers marching to clear the road
Brandish staves of olive wood.

Acrobats coming to meet the god, trying to display their skill
Tumble and twist to left and right
With bodies lithe as falcons
Clambering like monkeys over their horses
Standing on their heads
Turning somersaults
Passing coins through their bellies
And standing on one leg like golden cockerels.
The people applaud

Each trying to praise more loudly than his neighbour.
Shoulder to shoulder and back to back
Wise and foolish undistinguishable
Nobles and commonalty, all are there to see.
Chang V5 the big blockhead
Puffing and blowing.
Li IV, the dwarf
On his toes all the time.
White-haired old gentlemen
Propping their beards on their sticks.
Dark-haired beauties
With babes in their arms
All come to look at the funeral procession.

There were more than ten sedan-chairs for the Moon Lady,
Picture of Grace and the other ladies. They followed the coffin
one behind the other. Hsi-m6n Ch'ing, wearing a hempen hat
and mourning dress, walked with the others immediately after